CHAPTER   LXVI
THE town of Frederick, sprawled at the bottom of a cup-like circle of
bleak Maryland hills, was frowsy and unkempt when we came into it
under leaden January skies ; but the dreariness of the town itself was
nothing by comparison with that of the barracks where the Convention
troops were held prisoners.
The barracks, on the outskirts of the town, stood on a treeless, wiad-
swept plain dotted with frozen puddles. The fields in which they stood
looked as if a giant had scraped them clean of grass, then sprinkled
them with cold plums of skull-shaped grey rock.
There was a tumble-down fence around the barrack field ; and the
gates, a half-pistol-shot apart, were guarded by rebel sentries only
recognisable as sentries because they carried bayoneted muskets and
wore crossed belts around the nondescript coats with which their upper
bodies were padded.
As we drove past the barracks? we saw, just inside the main gate,
a man lying face down on the rocky, frozen ground. I knew he was a
British soldier; for though his breeches were of calfskin with the hair
outside, and his shoes, what was left of them, bound in muddy cloth
to keep the sol^s from coming off, his jacket showed streaks and squares'
of scarlet beneath the patches that almost hid the original cbth,
Our horse stopped of his own accord, as if to let us view that
prostrate figure at our leisure. The sentry walked out to us and peered
into the cart.
Buell, a pair of Perkins's Metallic Tractors in his hand, was ready
for him. " Brother," he said earnestly, "are you troubled with cai^
buncles, pimples, cutaneous eruptions, cracking of the lips or venereal
diseases ? If so, look well at this pair of Perkins's Metallic Tractors*
Persistent applications of these litde instruments will infallibly effect
a cure."
" I ain't got a venereal disease," the sentry said quickly.
" Do you never," Bud! persisted, " suffer from paleness in the face,
itching of the nose, hollowness of the eyes, grating of the teeth when
asleep, dullness and painful heaviness in the head, a dry cough, itching
of the backsides, unquiet sleep, lost appetite, swelled belly, frightful
dreams, extreme thirsts, stinking breath, and so on ? "
The sentry looked more interested. " Yes, I do," he said. " Least-
ways, I suffer from most of Jem. The other night I dreamed------"
Buell broke in upon him. " Then you got worms! You draw these
tractors over the abdomen and towards the extremities, in the way I
prescribe, and the knots of worms in the duodenum or gut are busted*
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